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Long before white traders introduced the 
colored glass beads so commonly used to dec- 
orate Indian costumes, the red men were 
drilling and polishing beads of their own horn 
such materials as shell, bone, horn, stone, 
teeth, seeds, etc. The best known and most 
interesting of the original Indian beads was 
the wampum, a small shell bead of the 
Eastern tribes. 

Wampum was the red man's money, but 
the beads were also used for adornment and 
ceremonial purposes, for making records, and 
conveying messages. Wampum beads were 
either black, dark purple, or white. Dark 
beads were double the value of white, the 
dark being harder to come by. 

White wampum beads were made from 
the coiled heart of the whelk or periwinkle 
shells, and the dark from hard clam or qua- 
hog shells. The beads were small, up to half- 
an-inch in length and about one-eighth of an 
inch in diameter. 




Just how the Indiana managed to drill these 
small brittle beads with their flint-tipped 
pump drills (Fig. 5) remains a mystery to 
this day. Ouler parts of the shell were first 
carefully broken away, (Figures 1 and 2), and 
the exposed heart (Fig. 3), polished and cut 
into sections (Fig. 4), then drilled for stringing. 

When an Indian had enough wampum to 
make a large wampum belt (see below), he 
was considered well fixed, 

Western tribes, such as Navajos and Pueb- 
los, still make wampum, which they string 
with turquoise and coral, and drape with shell 
pendants inlaid with turquoise and jet. The 
wampum necklaces of Navajos and Pueblos 
are commonly used as mediums of exchange 
between Indians and white traders today. 

During the settling of the eastern colonies, 
the English and Dutch Colonists, who brought 
little gold and silver with them, quickly 
adopted Indian wampum as legal money. 
With the aid of steel drills and grinding and 
polishing stones, the Dutch opened factories 
which turned out wampum in such large 
quantities that they soon monopolized trade 
with the Indians. Some of these wampum 
factories are still doing business with Indian 
traders of the West, 
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ib)e Joui Old oOJlHii label. 

DELL COMICS >RE GOOD COMICS 



EVeRVTHIN' IS SET HANK/ THE TBfltN' 

ee here in rve minutes/ sive the 

8DYS THE- SIGNAL THAT'LL SHOW THIS 
TOWN THE ROUGHEST MV£AVHl/r£S 
OV? &fi£WQR*:S IT EVER HAD/ 
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IT'S NO use, 
sheriff.' the 
telegpaph 
wires west 

OF HERE 
MUST BE CUT/ 



BLAST THOSE CLEVER OWLWOOTS,' 
<WV POSSE'LL UAV£ TO PETO&R 
| AROUND PEATH G0K6B TO CHASE 
•EM/ BV THEN, TMEV'LL BE WELL 
ON THEIR WAV WITH THEIR LOOT 
OW THAT STOLEN TBAIN. 




IT'S VM//-1 Mi&NT HJVE RSUl 
VOU 4ND TONTD WOULD BE THE 
ONES W140 COULP DELAV TWE5E 
COYOTES TILL WE IPODE UP/ j* 






/HES0E NC R/PEff GET THROUGH, SUT TONT0 
SURE bftQRSS GET BY AFMCHE.' TONTO'S 
FBlENP IN WOOPS BY SPKlNfi.' YOU WRITE 
MESSAGE FOK HELP ANP LET HIS WORSE 
BEll*3 IT TO-UM/, 
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f aAN&A I^ WINGED THE LEAP RIPER 1 

■^" ' » V___.TO SLOW THEM UP.' _/ 
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THAT'S IT &IS FELLOW/ THEVCS REINING IN/-- 
NOW TO SEE WHAT'S ST1CKIN& OUT OF THIS 
DISPATCH CASF/ 





■..:' THE PtiB&JIW ■ AfMCUE &?AWS J?£W 

W&ti SfLVE/? LAWS SAFELY 

W& -.-,:■; LOPS- WES7WAPP— 



LOOK/ A \ HE'S G»W IN' STRAIGHT 
RIPEPLESS JTHIS WAY/ SCAB HIS 
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case,' 
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WHOSE COUPSTiCK SHALL HIS J 
^^ SCALP PANGLE- ? ./ 
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And as we £o&~ eawss? slayzs away 
or -me qncommg apaches, $aop&/i.v— 
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THE AlAStf Z>OESM'T 
MAKE HIM WHAT YOU 
THINK HE IS, 5ER&EANT.' 
I KNOW THIS MAN HE'S 



THANKS, COLONEL tf ARW! 
■•-THE APACHES HERE 
WERE ONLY A SMALL 
BANC THE /WAIN WAR 
PARTY \SArr4CKMG- 
fi-GGTMflLS/ 
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Although OliHer Gulch, New Mexico, in 
1878, didn't have any television, its inhabitants 
were almost happy. The "muckers" worked 
il'.-iv iflvei mines; the cowpunchers composed 
sod songs for Hie "dogies"; and merch'a its sold 
Bga! For inn dollars a cup. 

Ih^ie was only one saloon, and that was on 
the verge of bankruptcy. The sheriff got so 
fat, from sitting on his pockets, he hod to sell 
his horse and get a buckboord. The town 
even had a school, with a new kind of block 
sign From which you could wipe off the writing 
with a brush- 
Bui, as always, there wcs one 01 I 
that threatened to spoil the contentment of 
the hard-work ing'Vifesterners. That annoyance 
was Wesley Kansas. 

Wesley was a big man. He was big up-and- 
down, and he was big on the sides. Nobody 
had ever caught him doing ony work in Girt- 
ter Gulch, since he arrived on the stage one 
day, with nolhing but the clothes on his bock. 
He wns rnreless about shaving and washing, 
and took frequent bites from a very dark and 
bitter-smelling plug of tobacco. Where he got 
the money for this, and other necessities, was 
' a mystery. In summer, he spent hi:, Ultra 
sprawled in front of the general store; i« 
winter, he moved inside, by the smoky iron 
stove. It wasn't Western hospitality to turn a 
neighbor out into the cold, so the store owner- 
tolerated him and he might have gone art, m 
idleness, for years, if it hadn't been for his 



fondness for tefling tall stories. 

"80', you think you got cold winters here? 
Why, I've seen winters in Kansas so cold we 
had to go up to the North Pole to get warm." 

"Aw, pull in your cinch, Kansas," said 
Bucky, a squinting harness maker. 

"Why dbn't you tell the 1ruth once in 
awhile?" soid Side-Saddle Pete, 

"Boys, it hurts me inside to think you dis- 
believe me," said Wesley, purling a cracker 
into his ample pockets. 

"Next, you'll be tellin' us about the time 
you gat stuck in the snow in Death Volley." 
said Bucky, disgustedly. 

"You know, Bucky, that puts me in mind of 
a story—" said Wesley. 

"We don't wont to hear it," said Side- 
Saddle Pete. 

"—bout this mechanical feller that mode a 
rubber suit to protect him from the hot tun. 
He poured some liquid on this here suit, and 
then the sun beat down and drawed off the 
wet stuff, coolin' him off real Jasper." 

"An' ( suppose he's o millionaire now," soid 
Pete, unbelievingly. 

"Nope," said Wesley. "Dang suit didn't 
work and they found the inventor, frozen stiff 
in Death Valley, with an icicle a foot long 
hongin' from his nose." 

Assorted groans filled the little store. 

"Boy! You shore can dream 'em up,'' 
moaned Bucky, rubbing his thinning hair. 

"Wi true, So help me. Happened the yeai 



before 1 toured the plains as the most unusual 
two-headed man in the world." 

"How were you tne most unusual two- 
headed man in the world?" said Pete, doubt- 
fully. 

"I only had one heed," guffawed Wesley. 

"You've got to go," said Bucky determin- 
edly. 

"Noh. You know you fellers would miss me," 
said Wesley. 

"Yeah. Like we'd miss a six-foot scorpion," 
said Pete. 

"Six foot scorpions would be specks com- 
pared to the grasshopper stampede we had 
in Kansas in 'twenty-nine. Bunch o' grasshop- 
pers broke info a laboratory, and drank some 
thyroid extract. Inside of a week, these grass- 
hoppers were as big as a house. Even cannon 
balls wouldn't stop 'em. We finally had to 
dynamite the dam and flood Topeka to get 
rid of the critters." # 

This was the last straw. The townsfolk de- 
cided to get rid of Wesley Kansas. As part of 
the plan, Side-Saddle Pete had a tal! tale to 
tell the next day. 

"Hey, George," he began, to the store 
owner, "how much flour you orderm' this year 
for the Tommy Knockers?" 

George's eyes did invisible arithmetic on 
the ceiling. "Oh hhhh— reckon two hundred- 
weight oughta hold 'em." 

George resumed stocking the shelves and 





Pete threw another log on the hissing stove. 

Wesley cleared his throat, noisily. 

"Say somethin', Wes?" inquired Bucky. 

Wesley shook his head, no. 

There wos silence for forty seconds. 

"What the deuce is a Tommy Knocker?" 
demanded Wesley. 

"You're kiddin', Wes?" said Pete. "Why, 
the logging gang that comes through this time 
every year. Mean cusses. Put everybody to 
work, choppin' trees and cleartn' stumps. 
Owww ... my back's still sore from last 
year." 

Wesley shifted uneasily in his wide chair. 

"Can't nobody moke a feller work if he 
don'l have a mind to," he said. 

"These sidewinders can," returned Pete. 
"They got a gadget called the Workometer. 
It sends out electric waves, and can smell out 
anybody that oin't workin' within a hundred 
miles." 

Wesley pulled his bulky body out of his 
cherished choir and waddled to the door. 

"Excuse me, fellers. Gotta get a haircut." 

As soon as Wesley was outside, the store 
occupants exploded into uncontrollable laugh- 
ter. Tommy Knockers were the unseen prank- 
sters who, miners believed, made mischief in 
■ the mines, and there was no such thing as a 
Workometer. Neither was there any Wesley 
Kansas in Glitter Gulch from that day on. 




ALMOST BEFORE THEr REALIZE IT, THE CAHOE IS "LOST" 
IN A BOUNDLESS EXPANSE Of FLQODWATER, WITH 
SHEETS OF RAIN LIMITING THE VIES. .. 
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HE RAIN KEEPS ON • SHEETS OF RAIN HIDE THI 
WRIZON. AND ALL SIGN OF DRY LAND.. 
;URRENTS CARRY THE BOYS' CANOE THIS WAY 
| AMD THAT.ALLPAY... 





LONE RANGER FANS] 

Be Sure to get your copy of 
the most exciting Lone Ranger 
magazine ever published - 

LONE RANGER 

WESTERN TREASURY 

A DHL GIANT COMIC only 25? 

DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS' 




96 pages filled with 
exciting stories of the 
west and the fasci- 
nating adventures 
of the Lone 
longer, Tonto 
and Silver. Get 
your copy today 
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THE WORLD'S MOST 

FASCINATING 
PUZZLE GAME! 



Here's an exciting puzzle game you can play by your- 
self or with a friend. ..either way it provides you wilh o 
real test of wits and hours of fun. 

It's a simple, removable peg game ond each one 

with complete instructions so that even the youngest child 

can enjoy it tremendously. 

Here's how quickly and easily you can get one of these 
wonderful "KE" puzzle games FREE! Clip the coupon be- 
low righl now and mail it with $1 for a full year's subscrip- 
lion to Lone Ranger Comics. You sove money because 
your dollar buys 1 2 big issues instead of 10 and your sub- 
scription entitles you to one of these fascinating "K£" 
puzzle games FREE! 

It's that easy! Send in your $1 today 




CUTALONGCOTTED LI 

Dept. 10-LR Mail to DELL PUBLISHING CO., Inc., 10 W. 33rd St., New York 1, N. Y.Dept. TO-LR 



IPIeaso use this side fur your own subscription! 
Please enter Subscription to LONE RANGER Comics. 
Include FREE "KE" PUZZLE GAME. 

SUBSCRIPTION RATES: Q 1 yeur-12 issues $1.00 
□ 2 years-24 issues $1.85 D 3 yeors-3fi issues 52.70 



(Please- use this side for gift subscription) 
Pleose enter Subscription to LONE RANGER Comic 
Include FREE ;'KE" PUZZLE GAME. 



nittonce for $, . 



n full poyment 
. Age .... 



Nome 




Anc 




City 


Zone 





enclosing remittonce for $ in full pay 

ENCLOSE GIFT CARD TO READ FROM: 
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DELICIOUS FOR 

FOLKS OF ACTION! 




CURTiSS CANDY COMPANY Otto Schnering, Founder 

mateu 0/ Butterfinger. Coconut Grove. Caramel Nougat. Dip ca*4r&au. S«rf-T-P6p«. Fruit Drop* atut Mints 



